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ENVOY. 
My songs were once of the sunrise : 

They shouted it over the bar ; 
First-footing the dawns, they nourished, 

And flamed with the morning star. 

My songs are now of the sunset: 

Their brows are touched with light, 

But their feet are lost in the shadows 
And wet with the dews of night. 

Yet 'for the joy in their making 
Take them, fond and true, 

And for his sake who made them 
Let them be dear to You. 



I. 

A sigh sent wrong, 

A kiss that goes astray, 

A sorrow the years endlong — 

So they say. 

Oh. CXXIX.— NO. 516. 38 

Copyright, 1899, by Tns Noeth Ahkbioan Ebview Publishing Company, All rights reserved. 



594 THE NORTH AMERICAN REVIEW. 

So let it be — 

Come the sorrow, the kiss, the ^igh! 
They are life, dear life, all three, 
And we die. 



II. 



It came with the year's first crocus 

In a world of winds and snows; 

Because it would, because it must, 

Because of life and time and lust; 

And the year's first crocus served my turn 
As well as the year's first rose. 

The March rack scurries and hectors, 

The March dust heaps and blows; 

But the primrose flouts the daffodil, 

And here's the patient violet still; 

And the year's first crocus brought me luck, 
So hey for the year's first rosel 



III. 



The good Southwest, on wreck-worn wings, 
Comes shepherding the good rain; 

The brave sea breaks, and glooms, and swings, 
A wavering, gleaming plain. 

Sound, sea of England, sound and shine, 

Blow, English wind, amain, 
Till in this old, gray heart of mine 

The spring need wake again! 



IV. 

In the red April dawn, 

In the wild April weather, 
From brake and thicket and lawn 

The birds sing altogether. 
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The look of the hoyden Spring 

Is pinched and shrewish and cold; 
But altogether they sing 

Of a world that can never be old: 

Of a world still young — still young! — 

Whose last word won't be said, 
Nor her last song dreamed and sung, 

Till her last true lover's dead! 



V. 
Shadow and gleam on the downland 

Under the low, spring sky, 
Shadow and gleam in my spirit — 

Why? 

A bird, in his nest rejoicing, 

Cheers and natters and woos, 

A rich voice nutters my fancy — 
Whose? 

And the humor of April frolics 

And bickers in blade and bough- 

0, to meet for the primal kindness 
Now! 



VI. 
The April sky sags low and drear, 

The April winds blow cold, 
The April rains fall gray and sheer, 

And yeanlings keep the fold. 

But the rook has built, and the thrushes throng, 

And over the faded lea 
The sky-lark scatters his rocketing song; 

And he is the bird for me! 

For he sings as if, from his watchman's height, 

He saw, this blighting day, 
The far vales break into color and light 

From the banners and arms of May. 
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VII. 

Deep in my gathering garden 

A gallant thrush has built; 

And his quaverings on the stillness 

Like light made song are spilt. 

They gleam, they glint, they sparkle, 
They glitter along the air, 

Like the song of a sunbeam hiding 
In a tangle of red-gold hair. 

And I long, as I laugh and listen, 

For the angel-hour that shall bring 

My part, preordained and appointed, 
In the miracle of spring. 



VIII. 



J talked one mid-night with the jolly ghost 

Of a gray ancestor, Tom Heywood hight; 

And, "Here's," says he, his old heart liquor-lifted- 

"Here's how we did when Gloriana shone." 

All in a garden green 

Thrushes were singing; 
Eed rose and white between, 
Lilies were springing; 
It was the merry May; 

Yet sang my Lady: — 
"Nay, Sweet, now nay, now nay! 

I am not ready." 

Then to a pleasant shade 

I did invite her; 
All things a concert made, 

For to delight her; 
Under, the grass was gay; 

Yet sang my Lady: — 
"Nay, Sweet, now nay, now nay! 

I am not ready." 
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IX. 

The west a glory of green and red and gold, 
The magical drifts to north and eastward rolled, 
The shining sands, the still, transfigured sea, 
The wind so light it scarce begins to be, 
As these long days unfold a flower, unfold 
Life's rose in me. 

Life's rose — life's rose! Red at my heart it glows — 
Glows and is glad, as in some quiet close 
The sun's spoiled darlings their gay life renew! 
Only, the clement rain, the mothering dew, 
Daytide and night, all things that make the rose, 
Are you, dear, you! 



After the grim Daylight, 
Night- 
Night and the stars and the sea! 
Only the sea and the stars 
And the star-shown sails and spars- 
Naught else in the night for me! 

Over the northern height, 
Light- 
Light and the dawn of a day 
With nothing for me but a breast 
Labored with love's unrest, 
And the irk of an idle May! 



XL 



Love, which is lust, is the lamp in the tomb. 
Love, which is lust, is the call from the gloom. 

Love, which is lust, is the main of desire. 
Love, which is lust, is the centric fire. 

So man and woman will keep their trust, 
Till the very Springs of the Sea run dust. 
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Yea, each with the other will lose and win, 
Till the very Sides of the Grave fall in. 

For the strife of love's the abysmal strife, 
And the word of love is the Word of Life. 

And they that go with the Word unsaid, 

Though they seem of the living, are damned and dead. 



XII. 

I took a hansom on to-day 

For a round that I used to know- 
That I used to take for a woman's sake 

In a fever of to-and-fro. 

There were the landmarks one and all — 
What did they stand to show? 

Street and square and river were there — 
Where was the antient woe? 

Never a hint of a challenging hope, 
Nor a hope laid sick and low, 

And a longing dead as its kindred sped 
A thousand years ago! 



XIII. 

Why do you linger and loiter, most sweet? 

Why do you falter and delay, 

Now that the insolent, high-blooded May 

Comes greeting and to greet? 

Comes with her instant summonings to stray 

Down the green, antient way — 

The leafy, still, rose-haunted, eye-proof street !- 

Where true lovers each other may entreat, 

Ere the gold hair turn gray? 

Entreat, and fleet 

Life gaudily, and so play out their play, 

Even with the triumphing May — 

The young-eyed, smiling, irresistible May! 
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Why do you loiter and linger, most dear? 

Why do you dream and palter and stay, 

When every dawn, that rushes up the bay, 

Brings nearer, and more near, 

The Terror, the Discomforter, whose prey, 

Beloved, we must be? Nor prayer nor tear 

Lets his arraignment; but we disappear, 

What time the gold turns gray, 

Into the sheer, 

Blind gulfs unglutted of mere Yesterday, 

With the unlingering May — 

The good, fulfilling, irresponsible May! 



XIV. 

Look down, dear eyes, look down, 

Lest you betray her gladness. 

Dear brows, do naught but frown, 

Lest men miscall my madness. 

Come not, dear hands, so near, 

Lest all besides come nearer. 

Dear heart, hold me less dear, 

Lest time hold nothing dearer. 

Keep me, dear lips, keep 

The great last word unspoken, 
Lest other eyes go weep, 

And other lives lie broken! 



XV. 

Hither, this solemn eventide, 

All flushed and mystical and blue, 

When the late bird sings 

And sweet-breathed garden-ghosts walk sudden and wide, 

Hesper, that bringeth all good things, 

Brings me a dream of you. 

And in my heart, dear heart, it comes and goes, 

Even as the south wind lingers and falls and blows, 
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Even as the south wind sighs and tarries and streams, 

Among the living leaves about and round; 

With a still, soothing sound, 

As of a multitude of dreams, 

Of love, and the longing of love, and love's fielight, 

Thronging, ten thousand deep, 

Into the unereating night, 

With semblances and shadows to fulfil, 

Amaze, and thrill 

The strange, dispeopled silences of sleep. 



XVI. 

Poplar and lime and chestnut 

Meet in a living screen; 
And there the winds and the sunbeams keep 

A revel of gold and green. 

0, the green dreams and the golden, 

The golden thoughts and green, 

This green and golden end of May 
My lover and me between! 



XVII. 
This is the moon of roses, 

The lovely and flowerful time; 
x\nd, as white roses climb the wall, 

Your dreams about me climb. 

This is the moon of roses, 

Glad and golden and blue; 

And, as red roses drink of the sun, 
My dreams they drink of you. 

This is the moon of roses! 

The cherishing southwest blows, 
And life, dear heart, for me and you, 

0, life's a rejoicing rose. 
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XVIII. 

The downs, like uplands in Eden, 

Gleam in an afterglow, 
Like a rose-world ruining earthwards — 

Mystical, wistful, slow! 

Near and afar in the leafage, 

That last glad call to the nest! 
And the thought of you hangs and triumphs 

With Hesper deep in the west! 

Till the song and the light and the color, 

The passion of earth and sky, 
Are blent in a rapture of boding 

Of the death we should one day die. 



XIX. 

Your feet as glad 

And light as a love's homing wings, you came— 

Came with your sweets to fill my hands, 

My sense with your perfume. 

We closed with lips 

Grown weary and fain with longing from afar, 
The while your grave, enamored eyes 
Drank down the dream in mine. 

Till the great need 

So lovely and so instant grew, it seemed 
The embodied Spirit of the Spring 
Hung at me, heart on heart. 



XX. 



A world of leafage murmurous and a-twinkle; 

The green, delicious plenitude of June; 

Love and laughter and song, 

The blue day long, 

Going to the same glad, golden tune — 

The same glad tune! 
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Clouds on the dim, delighting skies a-sprinkle; 

Poplars black in the wake of a setting moon; 

Love and langor and sleep 

And the star-sown deep 

Going to the same good, golden tune — 

The same good tune! 



XXI. 



These glad, these great, these goodly days 
Bewildering hope, outrunning praise, 

The Earth, renewed by the great Sun's longing, 
TJtters her joy in a million ways! 

What is there left, dear heart and true — 
What, for us and our love to do? 

What but to take this mighty summer 

As it were made for me and you? 

Take it and live it beam by beam, 
Motes of light on a gleaming stream, 

Glare by glare and glory on glory 
Through to the ash of this flaming dream! 



XXII. 
Come by my bed, 

What time the gray ghost shrieks and flies; 
Take in your hands my head, 
And look, look, into my failing eyes; 
And, by God's grace, 
Even as He sunders body and breath, 

The shadow of your face 

Shall pass with me into the run 

Of the Beyond, and I shall keep and save 

Your beauty, as it used to be, 

An absolute part of me, 

Lying there, dead and done, 

Far from the sovran bounty of the sun, 

Down in the grisly colonies of the Grave. 
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XXIII. 
Since those we love and those we hate, 
With all things mean and all things great, 
Pass in a desperate disarray 
Over the hills and far away: 

It must be, dear, that, late or soon, 
Out of the ken of the visiting moon) 
We shall abscond with Yesterday 
Over the hills and far away. 

What does it matter? As I deem, 
We shall but follow as brave a dream 
As ever smiled a wanton May 
Over the hills and far away. 

We shall remember, and, in pride, 
Fare forth, fulfilled and satisfied, 
Into the land of Ever-and-Aye, 
Over the hills and far away. 



XXIV. 

The time of the silence 
Of birds is upon us: 
Rust in the chestnut's leaf, 
Dust in the stubble, 
The turn of the year 
And the call to decay. 

Stately and splendid, 
The Summer passes: 
Sad with satiety, 
Sick with fulfilment; 
Spent and consumed, 
But august till the end. 

By wilting hedgerows 
And white-hot highways, 
Bearing its memories 
Even as a burden, 
The tired heart plods 

For a place of rest. W. E henlet. 

February-August, 1899. 



